
The Life 

1 had thought, my Lord, to have learn d his 

'^^Why isbe nstwith the^Mra^ , 

Percy. No,my good Lord, he hath forfookc the Court, 
Broken his Staffe of Office, and di per *•*—•*< 

The Houfhold of the King-. 

pjf.r. What was his realon •' 

Me was not fo refolv d, when we laft fpake together. 

P^r.Becaufe your Lordfhip was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurgh, 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent me overby Barkely , to di cover 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied here, 

Then with ductton torepaire to! Ravcnlpurgh . > 

Nor. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy?) 

Percy. No, my good Lord ; for that is not orgo 
Which nc’re 1 did remember: to my knowledge, 

Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder day es (hall ripen, and confirme 
To more approved fervice and delerc. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle 1 , and be fare 

Icountmy'elfein nv^hingelfe lohappy, , 

As in a foule remembnng my good friends. 

And as my fortune ripens with my love. 

It (hall be Hill thy true lowieeoimoac^ 

My heart this covenant makes, my hind tho 

W. How farre is it to Batklev >«!»“£ , 
Keepes good old IMfc thete.witb has T[tft 

Percy. There (lands the Gaftle,by yon . 

Mann J with three h ™ d ?^TTie/rmV4”’ ir ' 
And in it are the Lords of rjr^e. 

None elle of Name, andnobie efttmate- 

Enter Rotfe,a#d Willoughby* 

Not, Here comes the Lords of ^#^ nd w ^ 
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Bloody with fpwrring , fiery red with haft- 
But. Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purines 
A banifht Traytor ; all my Trealury 
Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich’d. 

Shall be your love , and labours fecompence. 

Rof Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord, 
Wil. And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it, 

BhI. Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poore. 
Which till my-infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

Enter Barkely- 

Nor. Tt is my Lord of Barkely as I guefle. 

Bark; My Lord of Hereford, my meflage is to you* 
Bui. My Lord, my anfweris to Lancaster t 
And l am come to leeke that name in England, 

And I mult find that Title in your Towne, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark. Miftakeme not, my Lord, ’tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. 

1o you, my Lord,l come (what Lord you will) 

:Erom the moil glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of Torkeyo know what pricks you on 
T o take advantage of the abfent time, 

And fright our native peace with felfe-borne Armes« 
Enter Torke. 

Bui. I (ball not need traniport my words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle. 

-or. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Wbofe duty is deceivable and falfe, 

Bui, My gracious Vncle. 

Tor, Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Vncle me, 

I am no i ray tors Vncle ; and that word Grace, 
fnan ungracious mouth, is but prophane* 

Why have thefe banifh’d, and forbidden Legoes 
Dar d once to touch the duft of Englands Ground? 

But more then why, Why have they dar’d to march • 

Jo many miles upon her peacefull Bofome, i ■ 

frighting her pale fac d Villages with Warre, 
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